" Fall Tuitring

Sults Made
to Order for qz

And An Extra Pair of Trousers FREE

An Advance Sale.of Individ-
uality' Tailoring in New Fall
Patterns, for less than Ngn-in-
dividual- Ready - Mades cost
Individuality Tailoring— *‘a

ladder to success.”
—Call to mind all
your successful
friends and yoa'll
find they're good
dressers, alert chips
too, who snap up a
good thing as soon
as it bobs up.
You know the im-
pense outlet of our
19 stores enables us
to procure our woolens direct
from the mills, at mill prices
(which means 50% off), con-
sequentiy 50% off to you.

Drop us a postal er call for free ,

samples of these new Fall Suite

ings and Overcoatings.

99ca le

Trousers Made To Or

We stlil have many trouser
lengths and mill ends In light,
medinm and cool wenther
welghts; vefy serviceable for
work, dréss, business and out-
doors, At onr prices of 510§
§2.80 and $3.00 the palr, we
must [mit each customer to
only one pair.

NO DELAYS—O‘UK;KEST TAILOR SERVICH
re to write or call for free samplos

iquors

]NE Wines and Li

_BRIDGEPORT DISTRIBUTING CO.,

= m STATE STREET, NEAR PUBLIC MARKET
ornia Port or Sherry, 75 cents per gallon.
, Sherry, Tokay, Muscatel, Rhine Wine, etc.
guart Sherwood Rye Whiskey, $1.00.
Brandy, Liquors, Cordials, Ale and Lager Beer.
Free Delivery. Telephone 264-3

ER HURRY UP YOUR COAL ORDERS

| And let us put in your winter supply now. You’ll
kit worth while—in dollars and cents.

ﬁﬂ'uel for all purposes—including spht kindling.

Hygienic IceHoo.

m NAUGATUCK VALLEY IOE CO.

' HOUSATONIO AVENUE Down Town Office
m 134 FAIRFIELD AVENUE

Try Sprague’s Extra

|c|-: raoe LEHIGH COAL

6RADE
COAL
5w 50D Spraguelee&CoalCo

East End East Washington Ave. Bridge
Telephone 710
GREEBRY & (00, Eteblished 1847
= [COAL]|, s

Stratfor?imAvenuo
ABSOLUTELY
COAL 6uARANTEED
- SCREENED BY A NEW MACHINE

: gm installed, and we invite customers to call a$ our yamd
= _;ud see it in operation. Coal is advancing in price each

){

'_'.'fmonth at wholesale and must soon advance at retail.
DO NOT DELAY ORDERING

"WHEELER & HOWES,

MAIN ST. Yard, East End Congress Street Bridge

NYTHING in a store fhat is worth selling is
worth advertising. ]

= [Let the public know what you have to sell,

sugh the columns of the ‘‘Farmer.” The cost is

| Pagha, the chief of police, who is ang
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ENCHANTMENT

By Willi am Le Queux

Copyright, 1009, by
Willlam Le Queux

(Cont'nued.)

Up to the present I had at least
eluded the vigilance of the pollee. Ab-
sence of luggage had, no dpubt, placed
them off the scent. They gever dream-
ed that I intended to get away to the
continent, though my vigit to the bank
was a somewhat suspicioug yet neces-
sary, move.

To further describe the long and
tedious journey from the Hook of Hol-
land down to Budapest, where I join-
ed the orient express, which took me
on to Constantinople, is here unneces-
sary. Many of you have done that
journey. Suffice it to say that five
davs after leaving London I stood in
the blg long hall of the Pera Palace
Hotel, on the hiil overlooking the
Golden Horn, my hand clasped warmly
in that of my f¥lend Granny Gough.

At last, old chap! he cried. “I
dared not come down to the station to
meet you, for I didn’t know who might
be following you. Come up to my
room and let's talk.”

We ascended in the lift. and with
the door clnsed he pulled forward a
big saddlebag chair for me, and sank
into one himself.

“You must be, fagged out.
drink.” he urged.

“No. my dear fellow. No alcohol
when one is tired, as I am. A cup of
boulllon rather. They're sure to have
some in the hotel'” And he rang and
ordered what I desired. [

“Well,” I exclaimed, ‘‘voy may Jjust
imagine how delighted I was to get
vour wire. I wegt to Colsterworth,
and heard from your landlady the
catastrophe that happened.

“Yes. But who gave me awayT’

“Giarshore. He bribed a telegraph
messenger to get him a copy of your
message to mg He and I were to-
gether at the Stapletons.”

“And he wired to the police. Ah!"
he cried, “I ses it all now—but—but
they didn't get me, after all"”

“¥ou had a narrow squeak, Granny—
eh?'l

“Narrow. Rather!” he exclaimed,
with a laugh. “The two men dldn’t
know that I'm an expert with my
flats. 1 just waited my opportunfty,
and in & qujet part of the road bowled
them both over. Then T took to my
heels across the fields and escaped. It
was quite unrcgnantie, I assure you,”
and his big, clean-shaven face. with
the mmerry blue eyes, broadened (nto
a smile. “I fear that both of them
bear marks on their faces, but I really
couldn’t help it. I'll apologize, to them
some day."

“Your landlady sald that they drove
you away back to Grantham. She
didn't Enow the truth, it seems. But
why didn’'t you let me know this?" I

queried.
“Because I feared that your corre-

spondence might be watched. I didn’t
known whether you were in London.
When I got here I first went to Hessim

Have a

old friend of mine, told him a few
facts and made Bim promise that If
there were inquiries from England he
would let me know in sufficlent time
to allow me to escape. You know how
things are worked out here in the east]

wire you.”

“And I'm here—delighted to discover
that you're still free, old fellow.”

“Have you seen Myra?”

I replled in the affirmative, where-
upon he asked me in quick anxlety to
tell htm all that had occurred.

“What does she think?" he demand-
ed. “What does she say?”

Briefly I related the chief events of
my visit to Yorkshire, and he sat
listening to n‘a' without uttering a
word. Tears cprang to his eyes as 1
told him of the firm belief In him
which Myra had still ezpressed, -

‘“‘Ah!" he ejaculated at last, with a
deep sigh, “‘she still believes in me—
still ‘loves me—eh?”

“Yes,” I angwered. ‘‘She will hear
none of the foul calumnies pf that
blackguard Garshore.”

He was silent, with bent head.

“What do wyou really know concern-
ing Garshore, Granny?" I asked him
presently.

**Nothing—nothing more than what
I've already told you."

Would that I could have revealed to
him the sstounding stosy which EI-
frida had told me. sBut I was under a
promise of secrecy. My lips were geal-
ed. Had I been free to tell the truth—
free to Inform the police that Rufford
and Garshore wegk one and the same
individual—then the whole coyrse of
events would no doubt have been al-
tered, and who knows—perhaps the
mystery of Redcifffe Gardens at once
cleared up. But as matters stood I
re{?‘x!npd fettered, and Granny brand-
ed gs wn assassin.

I put a few quegtlons to him. What
I had told him concerning Myra had
upset the dear old fellow. He loved
her and her heart was his.

The man before me, who had lived
on his wits all those long years—and
had lived well, too—was nervous and
broken. I had never seen him before
in that state, When the multifarioas
businesses, concessions and the lke he
had in hand did not go exactly as they
ehould he had certainly shown signs
of nerves. But he could always s0
conirol his face and Tfeelings before
strangers that even when he had but
& single frape left in his pocket he re-
talned the appearance of a prosperous
man, His siik hat, when he did bust-
ness, was of the glossiest, and his per-
fect-fitting frock conat was always im-
maculate. The outslder could never
read the big, open, vyet sphinx-iike
countenance of Granville Gough, the
friend of diplomats, and at the same
time the assoclate of half Lhe shadiest
characters on the continent. Once he
told me with a light laugh that he'd
rather face & horde of armed Kurds—
as he had done—than a hotel manager
with an unpaid bllL

“Ralston!" he exclaimed at last,
ralsing his troubled face to me, “I

told you in Bucharest thap I was dead

—Iit's all backsheesh. Then I dared tol]

' belléve me. You
fnow now that T
“Broke!” I echoed. “Why., my dear
fellow, there's mo such word in your
vocabulary!”

“There hasn't hean—uptil the present
time,” he sighedy and, rising, he went
to the window and looked gloomily
out.

I was qulekly at his side, my hand
upon his shoulder,

“Look hers, Granny,” I sald, “what's
the use of beating about the bush?
Tell me the fruth—tell me all that
ha»pened In London.”

He mades no answer.
fallen upon his chest.

Eevond the open window lay the tall
white houses and red roofs of Pera
th2 quarter of the embassies, &nd be-
hind, in thes hot afternoon sun, shone
the still waters of the Golden Horn.
Up in that well furnished room of the
smart hotel we were away from the
squalor and noise of the streets, the
gray dogs and the baggy-trausered,
befezzed Turks, that varied, chatter-
ing. cosmopolitan crowd that iz per-
haps the mast interesting in Europe.

I had heen in the sultan's capital
twice befipre, and was well kndemn at

His chin had

'both the French amd British egbas-

sies. At the sublime porte I had chat-
ted with the grand vizier rand with
Tewflg Pasha, whbs, by the way, was
my Intimate friend. I had been press
ent at the salamlik, or Friday prayers
of his méjesty the sultan, and had re-
celved hospitajity in & number of Tur-
kish houses. Therefore I felt myself
quite at home and that uynfamiliar,
mixed crowd, where the east jolns the
west,

I
of deep geriousness.

“I—1 can’'t tell wyou,
broken response.

“Why?' I cried.

But he only shook his head mounrn-
fully.

“Surely you—well,
the music?"

“What's the use?’ he querled, "“My
enemies have succeeged in erushing
me. I can't extricate myself. I'm in
such a devil of a hole.”

“They may have crushed wyou, my
dear old fellow. but they haven't
crushed me!"” I declared. *““Why not
explain the whole truth about that af-
fair in Redcliffe Gamsdens? I've come
out Here in order to learn It from
¥Your own lips. XNow,
wour confildenca—do,” I urged, lowening
my voice.

“I ean't.”

l‘wﬂ\y?’l

‘“For two reagons,” PhilL,” he an-
swered, unsteadily, looking me in the
face. “PFirst, I should lose your fmend-
ship forevar, old fellow. And you are
to-day the only friend I have in ths
whole world,” and there was a ecatch
in his wvolee. “And, secondly, I
should—"

“Should what?” 1 asked. “Come,
out with it. This isn't 1ike you Gran-
ny.”

“I'd break falth with & woman.”

I =aid nothing. What could T say?
No man was ever more loyal to women
than Granville Gough. The other sex
liked him for his merry, easy-going
manner, his perpetual light-hearted-
ness, his brimming good humor and
his natural bonhomie. But as in busi-
ness, 20 in love. 1 had never khown
him to act dishonarably.

“Then you've pledged your word—
eh? T® whom?”

“To somsbody you don't know,” he
replied.

‘““And that somebody knows the
whale truth concerning the affair dn
Redeliffe Gariens?"

“Undoubtedly.” -

“Who js she? May I not, at legst,
know her name?" I ‘asked, my hand

Phil." was hls

you'll still faece

apain upon his shoulder.

For a moment he did not reply.
Then, looking me in the face again,
his clean-shaven countensnce twitch-
ing econvulsively, sald——

“Her name s Eifrida Maynard.”

I started, staring at him for a mo-
ment. Then, without comment upon
what he had told me, I said:

“Confide in me, dear old fellow. Why
have you fled llke this? Surely you
ars not actually guilty?

His chin sank again upon his chest,
and his eyes were downcast, ..

“Ask her,"” he whispered, hoarsely.
“Ask her.” She knows the awful truth.
Ah!" he suddenly cried in a wild volee,
“why have vou come here, Phil? Why
have vou come here to taunt me? It
is awful—horrible! You cannot dream
how terrible I8 my punishment!”

And standing before me he exhibited
his trembling palms, and then turned
on his heel and paced the room with
his hands to his brow in a frenszy of
wildest despair.

He was, I saw, haunted by the recol-
lection of that terrible night.

CHAPTER XXI1V.
By the Blue Bosphorum

That evening after a light dinner in
the big table d’hote room of the hotel
we strolled In the sundown to the
Gglata bridge—that rickety wooden
structure across which passes in hour-
Iy panorama every type of European
and of Acsiatie, from the frock-coated,
top-hatted Parisian to the Arab in his
buhnouse, the Byrian in his turban,
the waddling velled woman or the
wild, armed Kurd from his femsoff
native steppe.

We wvaused for a few moments to
watch the phantasmagoria of life
around us. From the minarets of St
Sophia and all the smaller mosques
came clear distinet voices of the
priests ecalling the faithful to prayer,
while on our left etretched the broad,
rippling waters of the Bosphorus,gold-
en in the glorious srundown.

We took the steamer from the bridge,
across to Seutar) the ancient town on
the oppositae side of the Bosphorus, in
Asia, and s0 we left the Burgwvan
shore and stood together gn deck look-
Ing back upon Constantinople standing
upon its hill, crowned by its white
domes and tall minarets, and present-
ing a truly fairylike picture in the
snft eastern glow.

As the pufMing little steamer plowed
her way across the calm blue straits
that separate two continents we pass-
ed many caiques full of Turks taking
their airing after the heat and burden
of the dayv; while more than one
steam launch flying the flag of a
forelgn embassy passed us on the way
up the Bosphorus to Therapia, that
town of white palaces at the water's
edge, whare the representatives of
foreipm powers have their summer
quarters,

ald you the truth!" f

repeated my qudstion in a woics,

taks me into)

FURNACES

MEET ALL DEMANDS FOR
HEALTHFUL HOME HEATING.
FOR HONESTY IN CONSTRUCTION,
EFFICIENCY AND FUEL ECON-
OMY THEY HAVE NOT BEEN
SURPASSED IN 70 YEARS.

All was calm and peaceful; a bril-
Hant never-to-be-forgotten evening.
On landing we made our way up the

elimbed the green hill whieh owver-
looked the broad Sez of Marmora. At
fts summit we sat down together to
rest and to admire the glorlous erim-

4 80n blaze of the oriental afterglow.

Granny had scarcely pttered a word
since we had stepped from the steamer
half an hour before, excepf to remark
upon the indomitable enterprise of the
Germans in building the 4natolia rail-
way, the head of which lay at our
feet, and the end was destined to be
some port far away In the Perslan
gulf.

He took out one of his pet Bogda-
noffs and lit it slowly. His big, clean-
shaven face was pale and troubled.
830 unlike his usual self was he that
Prad I°passed him In a crowded street
I would searcely have recognized him.
He seemed to kave aged twenty years
eince that evening In Bucharesg when
he had told me of Garshore's trickery.

At last he broke the silence,

“You've told me, Phil, very little
aboud Myra. How does she take my,
sudden 8abaence? You say that she
still believed in me?"” he asked, with
o sigh.

“She does.notwithstanding the abom-
inable accusntions /made by Garshore.”

““The cur!" he cried savagely, €lench-
ing his fist. "I wonder what his nams
18?7 Why he has gone there purposely
to expoge me?"’

“I can't discern his motive—un-
lees——""

“I know what's at the back of your
mind, Phil,” he said quickly. “You
think, as I do. that he may have as-
pirations to Myra's hand—eh?”

I nodded in the affirmative.

‘“He shall never have her!" erled the
desperate man, hetw=en his teagh. “1'd
kil her much as I love her, before I'd
allow her to sacrifice herself to him.”

‘“‘Calm mburself, my dear Grgnny,” 1
said. “She hates the fellow—she's told
me so0.”

“I suppos= he's &old Mr. Stapleton
the truth—that m not a rich mam,
as I've pretended to be—that—that 1
make money by my wits, and all
that?"

narrow cobbled street of Scutarl andy ;

“I take It that he has"
“Then Myra's father is now against |
me. He may turn her from me also!”
“When a woman loves a man as
| dearly as Myra loves you, Gough, It
takes more than a lying tongue to
turn her from him,” I declared, In an

endeavor to cheer him. ;

But he only smiled bitterly and
shaok his head.

“Perhaps that would be so If it were
not for the additional facts against
me‘tl

“The Redcliffe Gardens affair?”
sugmested.

He nodded. Then, after a momept's
silence, he raised his eyes to mine, and
I saw tears welling In them. I pitied |
him, for he had lost al] that he valued
in lifes—his well beloved.

‘“—I couldn't help it, Phil!" he
ejacglated brokenly. “T—I was# led in-
to it. I—I confess to you—led Into It
by & woman!"”

“Then you are guilty!”
staing at him in dismay.
tim was polsoned—at least,
tors declare that to be so!™

He smiled again, with a strange curl
of the lip, answering:

“Poisoned? Bah! What fools dogtors
are! They so ofen make mistakes!”

I did not follow hls meaning, yet
somehow I was not at that moment
"puzzlcr] by those words as 1 soon after-
ward became. The main point was
that the man at my side, who had no
frilend in all the world beside myseif
and the sweet-faced girl wearing out |
her young heart far away in rural
England, had admitted his guilt. 4

¥Was it noi a fateful circumstance!
The person who knew the truth, and
vat whose !ips were perhaps fortu-
nately sealed, was the woman who
had &0 suddenly come into my own

(Continued on Page 15.)

ABSULUTE
SECURITY,

1

I gasped
“The viec.
the doc-l'

Genuine

Carter’s
Little Liver Pills.

Must Bear Signgture of

e Frre,

Seoc Fac-Slmile Wrapper Below.

FOR MEADACHE.

E |FOR BILIOUSNESS.
FOR TORPID LIVER.
FOR CONSTIPATION.
FOR SALLOW SKIN.
FOR THE COMPLEXION

GECUENVED MUST MAVE SANATURE.

J pense will have passed.
profit by the

STRONG 8 VALUES FOR THE LAST § DAYS nm‘

Dining Chairs

polished oak, box seat—
odd lots—vyalue 8250 to
§ $4.00

5150

Dining Table

aqn::: size 6 ﬂ.. variety
value ns.oo tor

> |

Kitchen Cabinet s

—famous McDongall make

16

Dining Table

8quare, sizse 6 ft., regular
stock and nu.ﬂciam ltylu
—value $6.00 for :

$12 Rockers

upholstered leather mt
and haclke—Tregular

5550

Velvet Rugs $

9x12—value $20.00—
for

1 3.50

R R

Axminster Rugs §

8-2 x 106 — value

SOME EXCEPTIONAL VALUES AND VARIED STYLES IN

r &

THE WAY OUR

HARNESS IS MADE

accounts for its durability. Every
plece of leather, every stiteh taken s
carefully gone over.

THE INSIDE IS

AS GOOD A5 THE OUTSIDE
and a glance will sho you how fine
that s We Bandle nelthér imitation
leather harness nor that put together
in any but the best mamner. Our har-
neas is safe to use., Think that owver.

The Wooster-Atkinson Co.

1043-1049 BROAD STREET

THIS MEANS YOU!
A POINTER

How To Improve Business

ONE OF THE MOST ESSENTIAL
REQUISITES TO AN UP-TO-DATE,
MODERN BUSINESS, IS A SELECT
AND WELL-PRINTED ASSORT-
MENT OF OFFICE STATIONERY.
«A MAN IS JUDGED BY THE COM-
PANY HE EKEEPS.”
RULE APPLIES TO THE STATION-
ERY OF BUSINESS MEN.

THE SAME

——
The Farmer Publishing Co.

Book and Job

Printers . . ..

21 Fairfield Ave.,

Bridgeport, Comn.

i

ADVERTISE IN

THE FARMER.

L



